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EXT. THE LOVERS KNOT BOOKSHOP - DAY

The shop nestles between an Apple store and a deli, its bay 
windows and green awning looking old fashioned and out of 
place. 

INT. THE LOVERS KNOT- DAY

Racks and tables of books dot the room. Large posters line 
the walls.

In one poster, a woman in Edwardian dress sits at a desk, 
holding a fountain pen. The banner above her head reads 
"Classic Romance."  

Another poster advertises "Hint of Mystery" and shows a 
1940's era femme fatale in a trench coat, a hat pulled low 
over her face. 

A female CLERK (20s, ponytail, bored expression) unfurls the 
newest poster.  

The Clerk climbs on a step stool to hang the poster. Her body 
covers most of it but the words "Available Now" are visible 
just above her head. 

As the Clerk steps down, the rest of the poster is revealed. 

It's a book cover. The title, THE LADY BOSS is written in 
swirly script, and below that is the title character herself: 
a gorgeous woman with straight, dark hair and glasses, 
wearing too-high heels, a too-tight skirt, and a blouse 
straining to cover her breasts. 

The Clerk glances from the Lady Boss to the poster beside it 
- an old-fashioned bodice ripper cover featuring a heaving-
bosomed heroine with flowing red hair in the arms of a bare-
chested hunk. Its title - THE PIRATE'S LADY.  

The Clerk looks down at at cardboard box on the floor, bends 
over, and starts unpacking copy after copy of The Lady Boss. 

INT. THE LOVERS KNOT - NIGHT

The Clerk lingers in the doorway, juggling her purse and a 
handful of books. She flips the lightswitch and the shop 
darkens. 

The sound of keys jangling, turning in the lock. 

Then silence. 
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THE PIRATE'S LADY (O.S.)
God, I thought she'd never leave. 

THE PIRATE'S LADY has come to life. 

She stretches, steps out of her poster, and shakes out the 
wrinkles in her dress. 

Her bare chested HUNK climbs out of the poster as well. He 
flexes his back, it cracks. 

HUNK
I'm gonna catch a smoke with the 
guys. 

He jerks his thumb toward a cluster of other romance HEROES 
huddled in one corner of the shop. There's a MUSKETEER, a 
HARD BOILED DETECTIVE and COWBOY. 

The Pirate's Lady nods as her Hunk exits the scene. She 
smooths her hair, and turns to THE LADY BOSS. 

THE PIRATE'S LADY
It's okay, hon. We're alone. 

The Lady Boss kicks of her heels and MOANS with relief. 

THE LADY BOSS
I have a desk in my book. Why can't 
I have a desk on the cover?

The Pirate's Lady clucks sympathetically as the Lady Boss 
rubs her calves. 

THE PIRATE'S LADY
You're selling well for the first 
day. 

She nods at the stack of books. The Lady Boss follows her 
gaze. 

THE LADY BOSS
My author will be pleased. She says 
I'm empowered and sex-positive, 
whatever that means. 

THE PIRATE'S LADY
It means you get to be on top 
sometimes. 

The Lady Boss pushes aside a few of her books and hops up on 
the table. 
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THE LADY BOSS
You don't?

THE PIRATE'S LADY
It's mostly standing up. Or bent 
over the ship's railing. 

THE LADY BOSS
I get bent over a desk in chapter 
three. 

THE PIRATE'S LADY
Do you like it?

THE LADY BOSS
Not really. The stapler digs in my 
chest --

She bites her lip. Looks around the room. Drops her voice. 

THE LADY BOSS
I don't want to sound ungrateful 
but...sometimes I think my author 
didn't think things through. 

The Lady Pirate pulls up the step stool, takes a seat on the 
stop step and spreads her voluminous skirt all around her. 

THE PIRATE'S LADY
How so?

The Lady Boss swings her legs back and forth, looks up, as if 
trying to find the right words on the ceiling. 

THE LADY BOSS
Well... I'm supposed to be ready 
for sex anytime. Which is great. In 
theory. But biologically, it means 
I'm secreting vaginal fluids all 
the time.  That's not sexy. That's 
causing a rash. 

THE PIRATE'S LADY
At least you have a vagina. 

THE LADY BOSS
You don't?

THE PIRATE'S LADY
I'm not sure. My author always 
calls it "down there." I'm tingling 
"down there".
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THE PIRATE'S LADY
I feel myself trembling "down 
there." Am I getting eaten out or 
fucked in the ass? I could have a 
phantom limb for all I know. 

A loud GASP comes from across the shop. It's the EDWARDIAN 
WOMAN from the Classic Romance poster.  

EDWARDIAN WOMAN
Language!

The Pirate's Lady SNORTS. 

THE PIRATE'S LADY
Like we don't know what you're up 
to when you visit the doctor for 
your "hysteria". 

Edwardian Woman throws her pen at The Pirate's Lady, who 
dodges it with a grin. 

Ewardian Woman crosses her arms, turns her back. 

The FEMME FATALE steps forward, hands her in trench coat 
pockets. 

FEMME FATALE
Can we trade?
Is there any way out?

THE PIRATE'S LADY
Sorry?

FEMME FATALE
Our books. Can we trade our books?

Her voice pitches higher, she's desperate. 

FEMME FATALE
The only physical contact I get is 
the occasional chuck under my chin. 
It's always "too dangerous, doll" 
or "if we were different people, in 
a different time." He's always got 
time to roll around the floor with 
the bad guys though. 

THE PIRATE'S LADY
Oh honey I hate to break it to you, 
but you've got homoerotic subtext, 
and you've got it bad.  

The Femme Fatale rips open her trenchcoat, revealing a silky 
nightgown. 
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FEMME FATALE
I'm tired of double entendre. I 
want to be double teamed. 

The Pirate Lady looks embarrassed for her. The Lady Boss 
looks thoughtful. 

THE LADY BOSS
I'll trade with you. 

FEMME FATALE
Really?

THE LADY BOSS
Sure. Frankly, I could use the 
break. And there's a scene with my 
assistant and the copier repair man 
that sounds right up your alley. 
Both of them. 

EDWARDIAN WOMAN 
Oh, please. Don't take her book, 
take mine. 

All eyes turn to the Edwardian Woman, who steps out of her 
poster. 

EDWARDIAN WOMAN
My doctor could examine your rash. 

THE LADY BOSS
But where would you go?

EDWARDIAN WOMAN
In her book.

Edwardian Woman nods at The Pirate's Lady and licks her lips. 

EDWARDIAN WOMAN
Oh I know, I seem cold and 
disapproving, but inside I'm filled 
with unspeakable desires. And all 
these years spent staring at your 
Pirate's broad, bare chest have 
made me want to speak them. Speak 
them loudly, and over and over and 
over again!

THE PIRATE'S LADY
Then what am I supposed to do? I 
don't want her book. 

She points at the Femme Fatale. 
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THE PIRATE'S LADY
I may not know what's going on 
"down there", but I like how it 
feels and I'm not giving it up to 
watch some detective fondle his 
gun. 

THE LADY BOSS
What about that one?

She points to a plain gray poster, bearing only the picture 
of a man's tie. 

The Pirate's Lady, Edwardian Woman, and Femme Fatale all 
shudder. 

THE PIRATE'S LADY
You know, a night off wouldn't 
hurt. 

She heads for the Femme Fatale's poster. 

THE PIRATE'S LADY
Just remember, everyone back where 
they belong by morning. 

FEMME FATALE
Why? Why can't we make our own 
decisions, live our own lives?

THE LADY BOSS
Because we don't have our own 
lives. 

EDWARDIAN WOMAN
And all our decisions are made by 
our creators. Our sometimes 
tragically sexually naive creators. 

The Pirate's Lady steps forward, takes Femme Fatale's hands 
in hers. 

THE PIRATE'S LADY
I know it's difficult, but you must 
understand. We have a duty. A duty 
to wives in sensible but 
passionless marriages. 

THE LADY BOSS
To teenage girls learning how to 
masturbate. 
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EDWARDIAN WOMAN
To women struggling in repressive 
religions. 

THE PIRATE'S LADY
And those who are between 
boyfriends. 

THE LADY BOSS
And ones who have boyfriends, but 
they finish too soon and fall 
asleep right after. 

EDWARDIAN WOMAN
To all women, everywhere, who dream 
of a relationship with a man who 
fulfills their every unspoken need. 

THE LADY BOSS
And then goes away.  

THE PIRATE'S LADY
Until they feel like taking him off 
the shelf again. 

Lady Boss, Pirate's Lady, and Edwardian Woman exchange 
smiles. 

Femme Fatale nods in understanding.  She reaches for Lady 
Boss's hand, and Lady Boss reaches for Edwardian Woman's 
hand. 

The four of them stand, linked, in the center of the shop, 
bathed in the security lights, gazing into the middle 
distance. 

FEMME FATALE
But I'm still getting laid tonight, 
right?

THE END

 


